j ^he'TiivoliobkKinfmefC 

A& deefe mtUres chi/drewjweete~ 

Ljfere Bride and Bridegreontes fette Strev 

Bleffmgtheir fence, Vhyters, 

an angle ef the airCy ' ' 

Bird melodioiUfOr bird faire^ 

Is ahfenthence^ 


T^he Cro'w^the Jlanndrepts ^nckee^nor 
The hading Raven, nor Clesfgb hee 
Ner chattring Pie, 

May on our Bridehoufe fear eh or png^ 

Or Tvith them any difeord bring 
’Bfftfiom it fly. 

Enter ^ueenet inBlacke^ith vailesflaind ,yrith itnfe'. 
riallCro-a>nes.The i.^eenefals downeatthtfeetetf 
ThefeusiThe i.falsdovneatthefooteefHyfolita, 7k 
$. before Emilia, 

■ *• Sj*- Fot pitties fake and true gentilities, [ 

Hcare,and telpcd me. 

2. your Mothers fake, i 

And as you wiCb your wonitnnay tfeiiw-wiih faire ones,’ 
Heare and refpc<^ me, 

3« Now for the loveoThim whom /flw hath matM 
The honour of your Bed, and for the fake * ’ f 

Of clecre virginity, be Advocate ; 

For us, and our diftrefjes.* This good deede ; i 

Shall raze you out o’ th Bookc of Trefpaffcs 
AH you are fet downc there, 

Jhefem. Sad Lady life,- i 

\ E^fol, Stand up. 

Emil. No knees to me. 

What woman I may ftecd that Is diftreft. 

Does bind me to her. 

Thef, What'S your regueft? Deliver you for all. . 
I. ^».Wcarc34Queenes,whofeSovcraignesfelbcftrr , 
The wrath of crucll Creon-, who endured I 

The Bcakes of RayeBS, Talleats of the Kight*> . 
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And pecks of Crowes, in the fowle feilds of Thebs, 

He vdll not fuffer us to burne then bones 
To urne their afhes.nor to take th offence 
Of mortall loathfomenes from the blett eye 

With Reach of out flaine Lords. O P‘«y 
Thou pureet of the earth, diaw thy feard S word 
That docs good turncs to’th world jgive us the Bones 
Ofour dead Kings, that we njayGhajppell them; 

And of thy boundlesgoodiics take fome note 
That for our crowfned headcs wc have no roote, 

Sav* this which is the Lyons, and the Beares, 

And vault to every thing. 

7 "^. Pray you knccle not, ,ree»j 

I was tranfported with your Spcccb,and futtcr d 
Your knees to wrong themfelvesj I have heard the fortunes 
Of your dead Lords, which gives me fuch lamenting 
As wakes itiy vengeance,' and revenge for cm . 

King was your Lord the day 

That he ihould marry you, at fuch a icafoii. 

As now it is with me,! met your Gtoome, 

By CHarfls <sAltar, '^oa were that time faire; 

Not lanos Mantle fairer then your Tiefles, 

Notin more bounty ipread her.Your wheaten wreathd 
W*as then nor thrcaflid,not blafted ; Fortune at you 
Dimpled her Chccke with frailes : Hercules our kiaefmaa 
(Then weaker than your eies)laide by his Club, 

He tumbled dewne upon his Nenuan hide ^ 

And fwore his (iuews thaw d: O grcife,and time, 

Fcatefull confumcrs,you will all devoure* 

I> O I hope forae <5od, 

Some God hath put his mercy in your manhood 
Whereto heel infiifc powre,and preffc you forth 
Our Undertaker. 

TheJ, ODoknces,none Widdow, 

Vnto the Hclmeted-Belona ufe them, 

And pray for me your Souldier. 

Troubled I am. rnttef etrrayl 


